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THE STORY OF LA ROCHE. 


More than fi forty years 2Z0 an Enzlith Phila- 
fopher whofe works have bees read and a 4Imired 
by all Europe, retided at a little town in France. 
Some difa»po niments in his native country had 
firit driven him abroad; and he was atterwards 
induced to remain there, from having founa, io 
this retreat, where the connections even of ma 
tion and language wee avoided, a perfec fe- 
clufion and ee hishly favorable to the 
development ¢f ab.t fuble ts, in which he ea- 
celled all the witters of | ic. 

Perhaps, in the ttruciure of fue a mind as 
Mr.——’s, the finer aod more de.ica ¢ fensibili- 
ties are feidum known to have place, or, if ori- 
pinally imp‘anted These, arc in a great meafare 
extinguiflied by the exertions of intenfe ftudy 
and profound inve i; ation. Hence we ulea of 
philofophy and unteclingnefs beivg mnited, bas 
become proverbizl ; ani in common lascuare, 
the former word ts otten ufed to exprefs the lar- 
ter. —Our philofupher lias been ceniured by foie, 
as deficient in. warmth and tee ing; but tbe 
mildnefs of his manners cs been allowed by aibs 
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and it is certain, that, if he was not eafily melr- 
ed into compafiion, it was, at leaft, not difficult 
to awaken his benevolence. 

One morning, while he fat bufied in thofe fpe- 
culations which afterwards aftonifhed the world, 
an old female domeftic, who ferved him fora 
houfe-keeper, brought him word, that an elder- 
iy gentleman and his daughter had arrived in the 
village, the preceding evening, on their way to 
fome diftant country, and that the father had 
been fuddenly feized in the night with a dange- 
rous diforder, which the people of the inn where 
they lodged feared would prove mortal: that fhe 
had been fent for, as having fome knowledge in 
medicine, the village-furgeon being then abfent; 
and that it was truly piteous to fee the good old 
man, who feemed not fo much afflicted by his 
own diftrefs, as by that which it caufed to his 
daughter.—Her matter laid afide the volume in 
his hand, and broke off the chain of ideas it had 
infpired. His night-gown was exchanged for a 
coat; andhe followed his youvernante to the 
fick man’s apartment. 

*T was the beft in the little inn where they lay, 
but a paltry one notwithftanding. Mr 
was obliged to ftoup as he entered it. It was 
floored with earth; and above were the joifts, not 

laiftered, and hung with cobwebs.—On a flock- 
Bed, at one end, lay the o!d man he came to vi- 
fit ; at the foot of it fat his daughier. She was 
dreifed in a clean white bed-gown; her dark 
locks hung loofely over it as fhe bent torward, 
watching the languid looks of her father. Mr. 
and his houfekeeper had ftood fome mo- 

ments in the room without the young lady’s be- 
ing feniib!e of their entering it. * Mademoi- 








felle !? {aid the old woman at latt, in a foft 
tone,—She turned, and fhewed one of the finrit 
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faces in the world.—It was tonched, not fpoiled 
with furrow ; and when the peiceiveda ftrang.r, 
whom the old woman now introduced tole’, « 
blush at firit, and then the gentle ¢.remonial of 
native politencfs, which the a#iction of the ume 
tempered but did not extinguith, croifed it for 
a moment, and changed its expreTion. ’Twas 
fweetnefs all, however; and our philofopher felt 
it ftrongly. It wasnctatime for words; he of- 
fered his fervices in a few fincere ones, * Mon- 
fieur lies miferably iil here,’ faidthe gouvernan- 
tc ; ‘if hecould poflibly be moved any where.’— 
‘ Ifhe could be moved to ourhoufe,’ faid her naf- 
ter.—He hada fpare bed for a triend ; and there was 
agarret room unoccupied, ext tothe gouvernan- 
te’s. It was contrived accordingly. The fern- 
ples of the ftranger, who could look feruples, 
though he could not fpeak them, were overcome; 
and the bafhful reluctance of his daughter gave 
way to her belief of its ufe toher father, The 
fick man was wrapt in blankets, and carriogl 
acrofs the ftreet to the Englifh gentleman’s. The 
vid woman helped his daughter to nurfe nim 
there. The furgeon, who arrived foon after, 
prefcribed a little; and nature did much for 
him ; ia a week he was able to thank his bene~ 
factor. 

By that time his hott had learned the name and 
character of his gueft. He was a Proteftagt 
clergyman of Switzerland, called La Ruc/e a 
widower, who had lately buried his wife, after 
a long and lingering illnefs for which travelling 
had been prefcribed; and was now retarning 
home, after an ineffectual and melancholy 
journey with his only child the daughter we 
have mentioned. 

He was a devout man, as became his profefion, 
He poeifed devotion in all its warmth, but wiih 
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6 THE STORY OF LA RocHS, 


none of its afperity ; I mean that afperity which 
men, called devout, fometimes indulge in.—Mr, 
though he felt no devotion, never quarre!-+ 
Jed with it in others.—His gouvernante joined 
the old man and his daughter in the prayers and 
thankfgivings which they put up on his recove- 
ry: for fhe too was a heretic, in the phrafe of 
the village.—The philofopher walked out, with 
his long ftaff and his dog, and left them to 
their prayers and thankfgivings. ‘My maf- 
ter ’ faid the old woman, ‘ alas, he is not a Chrif- 
© tian; but he is the beft of anbelievers.’—* Not 
© a chriftian!’ exclaimed Mademoifelle La Roche; 
® yet he faved my father! Heaven blefs him 
© for’t; | would he were a Chriftian !"—* There 
© jis a pride in human knowledge, my child,’ 
faid her father, ‘ which often blinds men to 
* the fublime truths of revelation: hence oppo- 
* fers of Chriftianity are found among men 
* of virtuous lives, as well as amoung thofe of 
¢ diffipated and licentious characters. Nay, 
© fomctimes, f have known the latter more eali- 
© Jy converted to the true faith than the former; 
¢ becaufe the fume of paflion is more eafily diffi- 
€ pated than the mift of falfe theory and de!ufive 
€ fpeculation.’"—* But Mr. faid his 
¢ daughter, ‘alas! my father, he fhall be a 
© Chriftian before he dies.’ She was interrupt- 
ed by the arrival of their landlord. He took 
ber hand with an air of kindnefs: fhe drew it 
away from him in filence ; threw dowa her eyes 
to the ground ; and left the room, ©} have 
© been thanking God,’ faid the good La Rocar, 
“for my recovery.’ That is right, replied his 
landlord. ‘1 would not with,’ continued the 
eld man hefitatingly, to think otherwife: did 
©'{ not look up with gratitude to that Being, I 
* Giould barely be fatisfied with my recovery, 
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as a continuation ef life, which it may be, is 
not a real good :-———alas! I may live to with 
L had died ; that you had left me to die, fir, 
inftead of kindly relieving me (he claiped Mr, 





’shand);—but, wheal look on this re- 
novated being asthe gift of the Almighty, I 
feel a far different fentiment—my heart dilates 
with gratitude and love tohim: it is prepared 
for doing bis will, not asa duty, but as a plea~ 
fure ; and regards every breach of it, not with 
difapprobation but with horror, You fay 
right, my dear fir,’ replied the philofopher : 
but you are not yet re-eftablijhed enough to 
talk much you mutt take care of your 
health, and neither ftudy ner preach for fome 
tims. I have been thinking over a fcheme 
that ftruck me to-day, when you mentioned 
your intended departure. I never was in Swite 
zeriond; Lhave agreat mind to accompany your 
daughter and you into that ceuntry. I will 
help to take care of you by the road 3 for, as I 
was your firft phyfscian, I hold myfelf refpon— 
fibie for your cure.’ La Roche's eyes glittened 
at ‘che propofal ; his daughter was called in 
and told of it. She was equally pleafed with 
her father; for they really loved their landlard 
—not perhaps the lefs for his infidelity 5 at leaft 
that circumftanee mixed a fort of pity with their 
regard to him—their fouls were not ef a mould 
for harfher feelings; hatred never dwelt ip 
ahem. 

They travelled by fhort ftages : for the philo- 
fopher was as good as his word, in taking care 
that the old man fhould not be fatigued. The 
party had time te be well acquainted with 
one another; and their friendship was increafed 
by acquaintance. La Roche found a degree of 
Simplicity and genileneis ia bis companion, 
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which is not always annexed to the character of 
alearned or awife man, His daughter, who was 
prepared to be afraid ef him, was equally unde- 
ceived. She found in him nothing of that. feif- 
importance which fnperior, parts, or great culti- 
vation of them, is apt to confer. He talked of 
every thing but philofophy cr religion; he feem- 
ed to enjoy every pleafure and amufement of 
ordinary life, and to be interefted in the mog 
common topics of difcourfe ; when his knowledge 
or learning at any time appeared, it was deliver- 
ed with the utmoft plainnefs, and without the 
Jeaft fhadow of dogmatiim. 

On bis part, he was charmed with the fociety 
of the good clergyman and his lovely daughter, 
He found in them the guilelefs manner of the 
earlicft times, with the culiure and accomplifh- 
ment of moft refined ones. Every better feel- 
ing, warm and vivid; every ungentle one, re- 

refled cr overcome. He was not addicted to 
eve: but he felt himfelf happy in being the 
friend of Mademoifelle La Roche, and fometimes 
envicd her father the pofleffion of fuch a child, 

After a journey of eleven days, they arrived 
at the dwelling of La Roche. It was fituated in 
onc of thofe valleys of the canton of Berne, where 
hature feems to repofe, as it were, in quiet, 
and has inclofed her retreat with mountains in- 
acceflible. A ftream, that fpent its Fury in the 
hills above, ran in front of the houfe; and a 
broken water-fall was feen threugh the wood 
that covered its fides; below, it circled round 
a tufted plain, and formed a little lake in front 
of a village, at the end of which appeared the 
{pire of La Roche’s church, rifing above a clump 
of beeches. 

Mr. enjoyed the beauty of the fcene; 
bat to his companions it recalled the memory of 
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2 wife and parent they had loft.—The o'd man’s 
forrow was filent; bis daughter fobb’d and wept- 
Her father took her hand, kiffed it twice, pref- 
fed it to his bofom, threw up his eyes to heaven; 
dnd, having wiped off a tear that was juft about 
to drop from each, began to point ont to bis gueft 
fome of the moft ftriking objets which the prof- 
pect afforded, The philofopher interpreted all 
this; and be could but Slightly cenfure the creed 
from which it arofe. 

They had not been long arrived, when a num— 
ber of Lu Rocke’s parifhioners, who had heard of 
hisreturn, came to the houfe to fee and welcome 
him. The honeft folks were awkward, but fin- 
cere, in their profeffions of regard.—They made 
foe attempts at condolence ;—it was too deli- 
cate for their handling ; but La Rocke took it in 
good part. ‘£ It has pleafed God,” faid he; and 
they faw he had fettled the matter with him— 
felf.—Philofophy could not have done fo much 
with a thoufand words. 

It was now evening, and the good peafants 
were about to depart, when a cleck was heard to 
ftrike feven; andthe hour was followed bya 
particular chime. The country folks, who had 
come to welcome their paftor, turned their looks 
towards him at the found 3 he explained their 
meaning tohis gueft. ‘ That isthe fignal,’ faidhe, 
‘ for our evening exercife 5 this isone of the 
‘nights of the week in wh ch fome of my pa- 
‘ rifhioners are Wont to juin init; a little ruftic 
* faloon ferves for the chapel of our family, and 
*fuch of the good people as are with us ;—if 
‘ you chufe rather to walk out, [ will furnihh 
‘you with an attendant; or here are a few old 
‘ books that may afford fome entertainment with- 
tin.’ By no means,’ anfwered the philofo- 
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€pher 3 § L will attend Ma’moifelle at her devos 
* tions.‘ She is our oryanitt,’ faid La Roches 
four neighbourhood is the country of mutica 
‘ mechanifm ; ; and i have a fmall organ fitted up 
* tor the purpofe of affifting our fingine.? ——* "Fg 
an additional mducement,’ replied the other’ 
and they walked into the room together.— Ar the 
end itoed the organ mertioned by La Roche 5 be= 
fore it was acurtain, which his daughter drew 
alide 5 and, placing herfelfona feat within, and 
drawing the curtain clofe fo asto fave her the 
awkwardnefs of an exhibition, began a volunta- 
ry, folemna and beautital in the highett degree. 
Mr. was no mustciams but he was notal- 
together infentible to mutic: this faftened on his 
iaind more ftrongly, fromits beauty being nnex- 

ected. The fo! cann prelude introduced a hymn, 
in which fuch of the audience as could fing im- 
mediately joined 3 3 the words were moftly ‘taken 
from holy writ; 1t {poke the praifes of God, and 
his care of good men. Something was faid of 
the death of the juft, of fuch as die in the Lord, 
The organ was touched with a hand lefs 
firm ,—it pauied ; it ceafed y—and the fobbing 
of Ma'inwifelle La Kocve was heard in its itead, 
- Ber father gave a fign for ttuppyng the pfalinody, 
end rofe to pray. He was difcompofed at firk, 
and his voice iaitercd as ne fpoke; but his heart 
‘wasin his words, and his warmth overcame his 
embarrafinent. He acdveiled a Being whom he 
loved ; and he {poke for thofe he loved. Bis 
parifhioners catched the ardour of the good old 
man; even the philufopher telt himfel£é mowed, 
and forgot for a moment, to think why he 
Should not. 

Le Roche's religion was that of fent'ment, not 
theory ; 3; and his guelt was averfe trem difpats- 
tion ; their difcourse, therefore, did not lead to 
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qaueftions concerning the belief of either, yet 
would the old man fometimes {peak of his, from 
the fulnefs of a heart impreffed with its force, 
and withing to fpread the pleafure he enjoyed in 
ite The ideas of his God, and his Saviour, were 
fo ccngenial to his mind, that every emotion of 
it naturally awaked them. A philofopher might 
have called him an enthufiaft ; but ifhe poflefied 
the fervour of enthufiaits, he was guiltlefs of 
their bigotry. ‘* Our Father which art in hea- 
“ ven !”? might the good man fay for he felt 
it———and all mankind were his brethren, 

‘ You regret my friend,’ faid he to Mr. " 
when my daughter and I talk of the exquilite 
pleafure derived from mulic 5 you regret your 
want of malical powers and mufical feelings ; 
it is a department of foul, you fay, which na- 
iure has almoft denied you, which,. from the 
effects you fee it have on others, you are fure 
muft be highly delightful.—W hy fhould not the 
fame thing be faid of religion ? Trutt me I feel 
it in the fame way 3 an energy, an infpiration, 
which | would not lofe for all the bleflings of 
fenfe, or enjoyments of the world ; yet, fo far 
from leflening my relifh of the pleafures of life, 
methinks I teel it heighten them all. The 
thought of receiving it from God, adds the 
+ blefling of fentiment to that of fenfation in 
‘ every good thing | poflefs; and when calami= 
‘ ties overtake me and I have had my fhare 
‘ it confers a dignity on my affliction, 
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‘ fo lifts me above the world,—Man, I know, 
¢ is buta worm—yet, methinks, I am then alli- 
‘ ed to God !!—It would have been inhuman i# 
our philofopher to have clouded, even with a 
doubt, the fun-fhine of this beliet. 

His difcourfe, indeed, was very remote from 
metaphyfical difquilition, or religious contro~ 
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verfy.—Of all men I ever knew, his ordinary 
converfation was the leaft tinctured with pedan 
try, ot liable to difpuiation. With La Koche and 
his daughter it was perfectly familiar. The coune 
try round them, the manners of the village, the 
comparifon of both with thofe of England, re- 
marks on the works of favorite authors, on the 
fentiments they conveyed, and the patflions they 
excited, with many other topics in which there 
was an equality or alternate advantage among 
the fpeakers, were the fubjects they talked on. 
Their hours, too, of riding and walking, were 
many, in which Mr.———-, as a ftranger, was 
fhewn the remarkable fcenes and curiofities of 
the country They would fometimes make lit- 
tle expeditions, to contemplate, in different at- 
titudes, thofe aftonifhing mountains, the cliffs of 
which covered with eternal fnows, and fome- 
times fhooting into fantaftic fhapes, form the 
termination of moft of the Swifs profpects. Our 
philofopher afked many queftions as te their 
natural hiftory and productions. Le Roche obfer- 
ved the fublimity of the ideas which the view 
of their ftupendous fummirts, inacceflible to mor- 
tal foot, was calculated to infpire, which natu- 
rally, faid he, leads the mind to that Being by 
whom their foundations were laid. ‘ They 
“are not feen in Flanders!’ faid Ma’moifeile, 
with a figh. ‘ That's an odd remark,’ faid Mr. 
» fimiling. She blufhed ; and he en- 
quired no farther. 











*J was with regret he Icfta fociety in which he 
found himfelf fo happy ; but he fettled with La 
Roche and his danghter a plan of cerrefpondence ; 
and they took his promife, that if ever he came 
within fifty leagues of their dweHing, he thouid 
tsavel thefe fifty leagucs to vifit them. 
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Ahout three years after, our philofopher was 
on a vilit at Geneva; the promife he made to Le 
Rocke and his daughter, on his former viflit, was 
recalied to his mind, by the view of that range 
of inountains, on a part of which they had oftea 
looked together. There was a reproach tow, 
conveyed along with the recollection, for his 
having failed to write to either for feveval 
monthspaft. The truth was, that indolence was 
the habit moft natural to him, from which he 
was not eafily roufed by the claims of corref- 
pondence either of his friends or of his enemies : 
When the latter drew their pens in controverfy, 
they were often unanfwered as wellas ihe form= 
er. While he was hetitating about a vifit to La 
Rohe, which he wifhed to make, but found the 
effort rather too much for him, he received a 
letter from the old man, which had been for- 
warded to him frem Paris, where he had thea 
fixed his refidence. It contained a gentle com= 
plaint of Mr. ——»—’s want of punctaality, but 
an aflurance of continued gratitude for his form-~ 
er sood offices ; and asa friend whom the writer 
contidered interetted in his family, it informed 
him cf the approaching nuptials of Ma’moifeHe 
La Rocke, with a young man, a relation of her 


own, and formerly a pupil of her father’s, of 


the moft amiable difpofitions, and refpectable 

character. Attached from their carlieft years, 
they had been feparated by his joining one of the 
fublidiary regiments of the Canton, then in the 
fervice of a foreign power. In this fituation he 


had diftinguifhed himfelf as much for courage. 


aud military fkill, as for the other endowments 
which he had cultivated at home. The term of 


his fervice was now expired ; and they expected ' 


him te return in afew weeks, when the old man 
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hoped, as he expreffed it in his letter, to join 
their hands, and fee them happy before he died. 

Our philofopher felt himfelfintereftied in this 
event; but he was not, perhaps, altogether fo 
happy in the tidings of Ma’moifelle La Roc/e’s 
marriage, as her father fuppofed him.—Not that 
he was ever a lover of the lady’s; but he 
thought her one of the moitt amiable women he 
had feen 3 and there was fomething in the idea 
of her being another's for ever, that ftruck him, 
he knew not why, like a difappointment.—After 
fome little fpcculation on the matter, however, 
he couid leok on it as a thing fitting, if not quite 
agreeable, and determined on this vilit to fee his 
old friend and his daughter happy. 

On the laft day of his journey, different acci- 
dents had retarded his progrefs ; he was benight- 
ed before he reached the quarterin which La 
Roche refided. His guide, however, was well 
acquainted with the road ; and he found himfelf 
at laft, in view of the lake which I have before 
deferibed, in the neighbourhood of La Roche's 
dwelling. A light gleamed on the water, that 
itemed to proceed from the houfe 3 it moved 
tlowly along as he procecded up the fide ef the 
lake ; and at laft he faw it glimmer through the 
trees, and ftup at fome diftance from the place 


‘ where he then was. He fuppofed it fome picce 


of bridal merriment, and pufhed on his horie, 
that he might be a fpectator of the fcene 5 but 
he was a good deal fhocked, on approaching ihe 
fpot, to find it procerd from the torch of a per- 
fon clothed in the drefsof an attendant ona ftu- 
neral, and accompanied by fevera] others, who, 
like him, fec attr have been employed in the 
rites of fepulture: 

On Mr. —’s Making enquiry who was the 
péerfon they had been burying? one of them, 
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INE STORY OF LA ROCHE. 1S 
with an accent more mournfal than is common 
te their profeffinn, anfwered, © Then you knew 

‘not Madem< vifelle, Sir !~-you never beheld 
CJovelicr. La Rohe)? exclaimed he in reply— 
‘Alas! it was fhe indeed ?°—The appearance ot 
furprife and grief which his countenance af~ 
fumed, attracted the notice of the peafant with 
whom he talked.—He came up cloferto Mr, 
————. ‘I perceive, Sir, you were acquainted 
© with Mademoifelle ys 1 Ruche,’ Acquainicd 
with her!—Good God !—when—how—where 
did fie die ?—Whrere is her father ?—She died, 
lir, of heart-break, | believe, the young gen- 
tleman to whom fhe was foon to have been 
married, was killed in a duel by a French offi- 
cer, his intimate companion; and to whom, 
before their quarrel, he had often done the 
greatefi favours. Her worthy father bears her 
death, as he has often tuld usa Chriftian flhould; 
he is es eo fo compoted as to bz now in his pul- 
sit ready to delivera few exhortations to his 


ol Aad as is the cuftom “with us on fuch 


cgations s—Follow me, fir; and yea fhall 
‘hear him.’—He followed the man without ga- 
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7 > church was dim'y lighted, except near, 
the pulp.t, where the venerabie La Roche was 
feated? His people were now eting up their 
voices ina pfalm to that Beigg whom their paf- 
tor had taught them ever to Diels ‘and to revcre. 
La Recke fat, his fi 3 irre bending gently forwerd, 
his e yes half clofed, lifted up in fil lent devotion. 
A Jat mp, placed near hi Dy lye its light ftrong 
on his head, and m&rked the Thadewy Dines uf 
age acrofs the palenefs of his brow, thinhy. co- 

ered with grey hairs. i 

The mulic ceafed,—La Rocke fat for a moment, 


and nature wrung a few tears fiom him. is 
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people were loud in their griek. Mr. was 
noi lefs aifected than the y.—La Roche arofe.— 





‘ Fathe: of mercies!’ faid he, § eg okt thefe 
tears : + thy fervant to lift up his foul to 
thee ; to }'ft to thee the fouls of thy people !— 


My Siends! it is good fotodo: at all feafons 
it is gocd ; but, in the days of our diftrefs, 
what a privilege it is! Well faith the facred 
book, *¢ Truft in the Lord; at all times truft 
in the Lord.” When ev ery other fupport fails 
us, when the fountains of worldly comfort are 
dried up, let us then feck thofe living waters 
which flow from ihe throne of God.—'Tis 
from the belief of the poodac! sand wifdom va 
a Supreme Being, that our calamities can be 
borne in that manner which becomes a man. 
Human wilfdom is here of littie ufe 3 for in 
proportion asit beftows comfort, it reprefles 
feeling, without which we may ceafe to be 
hurt by Calamity, but we {hall alfo ceafe to 
enjoy happinefs.—I1 will net bid you be infenfi- 
lacy my ffricrds! I cannot, if } would’ (lis 
rs flowed afrclh)—* I feel too much myfelf; 
and Iam not aihamed of my feelings: but 
the refore may I the more wi illing ly be he ard ; 
4 refore have I prayed Godto give me firen; th 
ofpeak to you; to direct you to him, not 
¢ with empty words, but with thefe tears ; not 
¢ from fpeculation, but from ex; perience,—that 
¢ while you fee me fuffer, you may know alfo 
‘my confvlation. 
© You behold the mourner of his only child, 
¢ the Jaf earthly {tay and bleffing of his decli- 
¢ ning years ! ! Sucha. child’too ttt becomes not 
¢ me to {peak of her virtues; yet it is but gra 
¢ titude to mention them, becaufe they were ex- 
¢ erted towards myfelf.—Not many days ago 
‘ you faw her young, beautiful, virtuous, and 
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happy save who are parents will judge of my 


felicity then,—ye will judge of my aflittions 
now. Bu ut tl look towards him who ft uck me: 
I fee the hand of afatheramidf the chaflening 
of my God —On! could I m ad you fecl 
what it isto pourvut the heavi, whenit 1 
fed down with many forrows, to pour it out 
‘with confidence to him, in whofe hands are 
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jiie ana death: on whol POW CF AWalis aila 
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the firit enjoys; and in contcinp.ation of whom 
© dil ppcars '] i t th leil in 1c ‘—f Ot 
‘ € are not os oO dic tnout h : 
‘ KNOW f il ol Red ~-iIner i | —— art ct flaca 
‘ ye With | n \ h our tf nds h >| vail 


° 
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ia de Ny c . » 4 > > 

Cu i 4} } 1S « 1d Cis @s it } pe tect. , 
then; mourn not for mes | havenot Joi my 
‘ ids Dui @ little wh ig UDG We inali NCCT 


¢ avain, never to be fcparaied.—Lut ve are alfo 
‘ my children: Would yethat 1 luould giieve 

: i! ? a he |] lived, that, 
¢ whea your death cometh, it. may be the death 


4 r' ‘i . “Tf ‘ a an | . ’ ‘ ; , 
¢ of the righicous, aks latier end like his. 
Sucu wa the ¢€ hort .On OF ia cite 3 bis 
beget nf 7 hi} an . "rt 4 . 
auaicbce aniw ed it Will) Uiicls edi Se ike goed 
' oe ae . hic at the 
old man had dried up 35 a ic altar r of the 
. . ° a, 1 i. fe a 
Lerd ; his countenance had ioft its fadnelss, and 
oe ae ax 164 and hove | 
afhumed tue giow r sain and o nope.— 4 
> he Dea ond ; . . 
——---—— followed him into ns heufe. The ine 
°° - ¢ oa tra W498 4} st diet * Ieee 
fpiration of the pupil wasypart at iigat of him 


> 
rey had laft metin rufhed egain on 
La Rechte threw his arms round his 
neck, and watered it with his tears. he other 
Was equally affe tei 1: the y went together, - 


filence, into the paclour where the evening f- 


1¢ scenes t 


his mind 


ce 


. 
s 
} 
4 


ae 


vice was went to be performed.—The curtains 
eof the organ were opens La Rect fharted back 
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nee. 'S Man: to murmur at the 
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ay <4 . 1 1 ? ° 
Min the air. Tire black cionds fled from the 


22 ETNELGAR,. 


their feet. Swift from the dark clond the light. 

ning came 3 the fkies blufhed at the fight. Eve 
° . ‘ . . , . 7:7 

Wilta tlood on the brow of ihe 1Ofir Di, 12Ke ay 

oak ia the fring; the lightnings danced about 
: , ' 

her garments, and the biatting me blackened 


her tace. ‘Tine fhades of death fwam before her 
eyes; ani flee feil breathleis dowa the black 
ficep rock; the fca received her body, aud ihe 
: vith the roaria y Waler. 
Fineloar ftoud terrmbie as the mountain of 
faindip, She waves of defpair harrowcd up 
his fou) asthe roaring Severo pl yws the {a} le 


’ ° o 
fand: wiid as the evening wot, his eyes fhone 
si «1 , = ' 
hike the red vapours 19 the valley of the ds }; 
‘ ’ ' + , - e 
borror fat upon his biow. Like a bright far 


Shooting throuvzh the iky, he p!unged trom the 
Jeriy brow of the hiils like a tall Mak, breakin 
fSm.the roaring wind. St. Cuthbert appeared 
‘Mpe tun vilded the fpang!ed meadows 3 the loity 
pine ftood ttill 5 the viviet tl 

Inmoved io the joft voice or the winds & 
fone on the bubblin ‘al 

ia glo; Vy Cau vit the fal lng imorfai: as the 
dew of the morning hangs vooen the lo:ty 


.*> ; . - ~ > 





he bore him to the fandy beach, whiitt 
roared beneath his feet. Ethelgar opened 
eves, like the grey orbs of the morning folding 
up the black manite of the night.-——* Anow, U 
“man !” faid the member of the biefied, * to 
‘ {ulin io the wil) of God He 1s terribie, 
© as the face of the earth, when the waters funk 
© to their habitations 5; gentle, as the facred co- 
© veriag of the oaks fecret, as the boitoin of 
© the great deep 3 juft, as the rays of the morn- 
© ing. Learn that thou art aman, nor repine 
é 


at the ftroke of the Almighty 5 for God'is és 


=7~@° 





aro! 
wa! 
the 

















ETMELGAR. 23 


‘jut as he is great. ‘The hol y vifion difape 
peared, as the atoms iy before the fun. Ezhelgar 
arofe, and bent his way tothe college of Kene® 
walcin ; there he flourjiles, asa hoary oak in 
the wood of Arden. 
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WRITTEN IN A CouNnTRY CuurncHo-YarD | 
+> 


i HE curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 


The lowing herd wind tlowly oe’r the Jea, 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
e And leaves the world to darknefs and to me, 
“Ma 


Now fades the glimm’ring landfcape on the fight, 
And all the air a folemn ttilloeds holds, 

Save where the beeite wheels his droning Hight, 
And drowfy tifklings lull the ciflant folds ; 


Save that, from yonder ivy mantied tow’r, 
The m > ng o wi dees to the moon complail 

Of fuch, as wand’ rine near her fecret bow’r, 
Moleit Ber ; nici folitary reign. 


Beneath thofe rugged elms, that eee’ s fhad 


Where heaves the turf in manga mouldri: * 







Fach in his narrow cell for ey« r [heap, 
The rude forefathe¢ eep. 
The breezy call of incen orn, 


The fwallow twitt’ring from the ttre webailt 
° Filed, 


w ; 
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The cock’s fhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
No more fhall rouze them from their lowly 
[ bed. 


For them no more the blazing hearth fhall burn, 
Or bufy houfewife ply her ew’ning care 5 

No children run to lifp their fire’s return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kifs to share. 


Oft did the harveft to their fickle yield, 
Their furrow oft the ftubborn glebe has broke; 
How jocund did they drive their team afield! 
How bow'd the woods beneath their fturdy 
[troke! 


Let not ambition mock their ufeful toil, 


Their homely jeys, and deftiny obfcure ; 4 


Nor grandeur hear with a difdainful faile, 
The fhort and fimple annals of the poor, 


The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of pow’s, 

And all that beauty all that wealth e’er gave, 
Await alike th’ inevitable hour: 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 


Nor you, ye proud! impute to thefe the fault, 
If mem’ry o’er their tomb no trophies raife, 
Where thro’ the long-drawn aifle and fretted 

: It, 
The pealing anthem fwells the note of praife. 


ted butt 

I the fleeting breath ? 
voke the filent duft. 
ooth the dull coid ear of Death ? 


Can ftoried urn or ani 
Back to its mapfi 







Perhaps in this neglected fpot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celeftial fire ; 
No. Ul, C. 
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Hands that the rod of empire might have fway'd, 
Or wak’d to extacy the living lyre. 


But knowledge to their eyes her ample page,» 
Rich with the fpoils of time, did ne’er unroll ; 
Chill penury reprefs’d their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current ef the foul. 


Full many a gem of pureft ray ferene 
The dark unfathom’d caves of ocean bear 3 
Full many a flower is born to blush unfeen, 
And watte its fweetnefs on the defart air. 


Some village-Hampden, that with dauntlefs 
breaft 
The little tyrant of his fields withftood ; 
, mute inglerious Milton here may reft, 
& me Cromwell guiltlefs of his country’s blood. 


Th’ applaufe of lift’ning fenates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to defpife, 
To fcatter plenty o’er a fmiling land, 
And read their hift’ry in a nation’s eyes, 


Their lot forbad ; nor circumfcrib’d alone 
ir growing virtues, but their crimes con- 
fin’d : 
Forbade to wade through flaughter to a throne, 
And fhut the gates of mercy on mankinds 


The ftruggling pangs of confcious truth to hide, 
To quench the blufhesof ingenuous fliaine, 

Or heap the fhrine cf luxwépand pride ‘ 
With incenfe kindled at themufe’s flame. 

Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble ftrife.’ 
Their fober wifhes neVer ledrad to ftray 5 














‘For, thee, who mindful of th’ unhonor’d dead : 
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Along the cool fequefter’d vale of life 
They kept the nuifelefs tenor of their way. 


Yet e’em thefe bones fiom infult to prote& 
Some-frail memorial ftill erected nigh, 
With uncouth rhimes and fhapelefs fculpture 
deck'd, 
Implores the paffing tribute of a figh. 
Their name, their years, fpelt by th’ unletter’d 
mufe, 
The place of fame and eiegy fupply ; 
And many a holy text around the ftrews, 
That teach the ruftic moralift to die. 


For who, to dumb forgetfulnefs a prey, 
This pleafing anxious being e’er refign’d,:_ 

Left the: warm precincts of the cheerful da 
Nor caft one longing ling’ring look behind? 


On fome fond breaft the parting foul relies, 
Some pious drops the clofing eye requires; 

Ev’n from the tomb the voice “of 1 nature cries, 
Ev’n in our afhes live the wonted fires. 





Doft in the/e lines their artle(s tale relate, 
If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 
Some kindred fpirit fhall inquire thy "fate 


Haply fome hoary headed fwain may fay, 

* Of’ have we fcen him at the peep of dawn 
* Brufhing with hafty fleps the dews away, 

* To meet the fun upon the upland lawn. 


‘ There at the foot of yonder noddin; ech, 
* That wreaths its old fantaftic afo high, 
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© His lifttefs length at noomtide would he ftreteh 
‘ And pore upon the brook that babbles by, 


‘ Hard by yon wood, now fmiling as in fcorn, 


¢ Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove : 


* Now drouping;-swweeful wan! like one torlorn, 
¢ Orcraz’d with care, or.crofs’din hopelefslove, 


One morn I mifs*dhim on the’accuftom'd hill, 
¢ Along the heath and near his fav’rite tree : 
© Another came 3 nor yet betide the rill, 

¢ Nor upthe lawn, nor at the wood was he: 


$ The next, with dirges due, in fad array 
© Slow thro’ the church-way path we jaw him 
[borne : 


j é Xpproach and read (for thou canft read) the lay, 
~* Grav’d on the fione bencath yon aged thora.’ 
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Tue EPITAPH. 


—s 


1 ERE refts his head upon the lap of earth, 


youth to fortune and to fame unknown; 
Fait fcience frown’d not on his humble bir rth, 
And melancholy mark’d him for her own, 





; : Large was his bounty, and his foul fincere 5 
Heav’ndida rec mpenfe as largely fend ; 

He gave to mis’ry all he had, a tear, 
He gain’d from Heav’n (’ ‘twas all he wifh’d) 
(a friend. 


No further feek his merits to difciofe, 
' Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
(There they alike ir tcembiing hope repofe) 
The bofom ofhis Father and his God. 
Grays 
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THE 
REPENTANCE or PASSION. 


+ 


[The following Poem, in a diflant part of the « orl, 
had pa& fur its foundation. The lovers, they defe rib- 
bed, parted with the emotions the flory gives them 
The dialogue only is fain iful : it is the form which the 
author adtpted, as the beft manner of conveying it to 
th: public. } 





ts 


HE 


And does my wArrror fill adhere 
To wear affliction’s garb alone ? 
Still does fhe hold her fpoiler dear, , 
And prize his peace who broke her own ? 
Still will fhe ftrive his panys to hea), 
Who all her youthful honours tore 5 
And neat his pillow conftant kneel. 
When ev’ry power to pleafe is o’er? 


SHE. 


And does my love, unkind, fuppofe 


Le’er would leave his lonely bed 5 ‘ 
Forfake the youth my heart has chofe, pel 

And ily becaufe his health is fed ? ~ 
And will he, funk in deep de{pair, ¢ 


Believe his nakaioy loves no mere ? 
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—-- 
—— 


Or think, while fhe can foothe one care, 
That ev'ry power to pleafe is o'er ? 


HEe 


Ah! ceafe to prop my woe-worn head! 
Shun the fad wretch thou canft not fave 5 
Nor hover round that guilty bed, 
W here martyr’d Virtne found its grave ; 
Here funk the glories of thy youth, 
Each blooming honor doom’d to fall, 
Here Treachery triumph’d over Truth, 
And here ftern Death fhall expiate all. 


_ “ 


Ah! ceafe to wound my heart anew ! a 
Stull if thou bend’ ft at Sorrow’s fhrine, ' 
Again thy HARRuoT thou'lt undo, 
For HARR101’S life is wrapt in thine. - 
Had !| ten thoufand wrongs endur’d, 
And that lov’d cheek one tear let fall, 
That fingle tear each pang had cur’d— 
—One tender.figh would expiate all. 


HE, 


O fpurn me !—cafe my heart with fteel— 
Give ju% refentment all its force 5 
Nor by fuch kindnefs make me feel 
The torture of fevere remorfes 
Why in life’s early happy day, 
When health and joy gavegneans to biefs, 
Why did ft heedtefs ttm away ; 
From her who lov’d to fuch exge fs > 











«niQ2 THE REPENTANCE OF PASSION, 
== 


SHE. 


Lament no more, my bofom’d friend s 

Thy errror’s paft, thy cares fhould ceafe: $ 
Corroding thought awhile fufpend, 

And nurture d hope fhall beam ~ ith peace, 
Thy kind, thy gentle narriot fues,— 

Clings round thy arm with fond carefs ; 
Nature will ev’ry fault excufe, 

And {weetly pardon Love's excefs, * 


HEs 


MY fault.can never be forgot: 
Unpitying Love would fcorn my prayer, 
And injur'd Nature owns me not. 
enin the fond ingenuous hour, 
Thy native tendernefs was fhe wn, 
How did I meanly fport with power! 
Betray thy love, and fhame my own. 


ee tender, too releniing fair! 


SNE. 


Hear me, thou perfevering man! 
Hear what thy warrior firmly fwears :— 


[Ff courte i death tan be thy pan, 


Remember, “twill but prelece here, 
Here wall fhe weit tay final de! m3 oa 
Then, drench'd in ears, an. Je fp’: ate grown, 
Stretch’d o’er thy corfe, in late’s firk bloom, 
Forget thy love, and end her own, 


Ei 
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THR REPENTANCE OF PASSION, , 33 
== 


HE. 


Lend me thy aid to combar fate :— 
For thy dear fake I’)] ftrive to live! 
Draw near me—help—oh ! Lis too late———- 
Take the laft kifs I now can give. 
Wan is that cheek you oft’ have prefs'd, 
And dim thofe eyes you lov’d {fo well; 
And the hard pang that rends my breat 
My faltering tongue can fcarcely tell. 


SHE. 


Here—on this bofom reft thy head— 
Speak—look on me—and breathe once more. od; 
His pulfe is ftill—O heav’n! he’s dead !— s 
Fate !—do thy worft !—the conflict’s o'er ! 


Arley. 

































